1872]                MISS   BYNON  AND   THE   FLIES                167

Thursday, 21 March

Dora writes, 'Father Ignatius and his monk caused a great sensa-
tion in Bath last week. They were staying at rather a grand house
where there were some pretty fashionable girls and the unfortunate
monk was bound by his vow not to look at a woman. They live
on vegetables and dates entirely in Lent and look very ill. On'Sun-
day they came into Bathwick Church for the Communion and
Thersie said they looked so odd coming very fast up the aisle against
the stream of people just pouring out of church. All the young ladies
eyes were on them but the monk's were never raised from the
ground/

Saturday, 23 March

In the afternoon called on Miss Bynon. She asked me about
Emmie and her voyage to India, and declared that she should
dread the 'Musketoos' more than anything. She said that when she
came home from Kington last summer her house was filled with
such swarms of flies that she sat down and cried to think wherever
all the flies could come from.

I had a long talk with Mrs. Venables this morning about my
prospects. Pointing to a letter on the mantelpiece she said smiling,
'From your father-in-law*. She thinks I am quite right in wishing
to decline the living of Clyro if it is offered to me. I devoutly hope
it will not be. She says what is quite true, that I could scarcely keep
the poor old vicarage in repair. Carpenters and masons are almost
always there now to prevent its falling down.

Palm Sunday, 24 March

A snowy Palm Sunday. Mr. Venables went to Bettws in a dense
snowstorm. In the afternoon I had the happiness to have all the
poor people to myself. None of the grand people were at Church
by reason of the snow. So of course I could speak much better and
more freely.

After service I went up to the Bird's Nest to see old Meredith.
Further up I stopped and turned to look at the view. I saw what I
thought was a long dazzling white and golden cloud up in the sky.
Suddenly I found that I had been gazing at the great snow slopes of
the Black Mountain lit up by the setting sun and looking through
the dark storm clouds. It was a sublime spectacle, the long white
rampart dazzling in its brilliancy and warmed by a golden tinge